Past these Hours ... at Twilight’s Gate: a poem by {Patrick 
Bruskiewich 


I howled at the moon 
The moon frowned back 
It floats a shiny balloon 
Alight against the black. 


Above the sombre of this bay 
Soft temper reflected twice 
Once from a face, again away 
Over calm waters, still and nice. 


Who brands me! A lunacy 
Amongst sane people, maybe not. 
As for I, pray let me be 

And you, just don’t get caught. 


For us all, night’s madness waits 
Even genii, in spirit and in thought 
Past these hours ... at twilight’s gate 
When respite cannot be bought. 


I shed now all my clothes 
And make my way to bed 
In fear my eyes I close 
For I may soon be dead. 


Awake I can do know 

The passage of measured time 
A heart that beats, the blow 

A damaged neck and spine. 


But when I sleep I cannot tell 
A dream from what is real 
My life it is a hell 

Soon to heaven I may steal. 


These words that I do light 


I scribe by inconstant moon 
And you my friend just might 
By chance, ere tu, you join me soon. 


